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Author's Notes: 


Set during the recording of Fear of the Dark. This is my first band fic, so please be gentle 


"Mr Murray?" 

One of the sound engineers squeezed between the mess of desks and sound equipment, obligatory clipboard in 
one hand. The guitarist looked up from mopping his face with the towel. 

"There's a phone call for you Mr Murray.” 


He'd been hoping for a few minutes’ quiet somewhere out the back of the barn-turned-recording studio, to 
recharge his batteries. This recording stuff wasn't getting any easier. Bruce was in a stinking mood again, Steve 
was irritable, and it wouldn't take a lot to have them going for each others’ throats. 


Dave put his towel across the back of a chair and wearily followed up the stairs. 
He'd never expected it to be booze and laughs forever, but this saddened him. Ever since the upheaval... 


žk% 


| sat in the dark, slats of the blinds to the big windows half open, allowing the chaotic mix of city lighting to 
grant me some illumination. | stubbed out the end of my cigarette in the glass ashtray, and blew out the last 


of the smoke in a long, slow breath as | swapped the receiver back to my right hand. 


Stretching out my legs under the desk, | eased myself back slightly in the leather chair as | waited, glancing 
down at the half-empty glass on the polished black surface. 


| wasn't drunk. I'd just had enough to slow the racing pulse and numb the creeping anxiety. | waited calmly in 


the dark for him. 


"Hello?" 


His sunny, cheery voice warmed me at once. 

KE% 

"How you doing, Dave?" 

"H? Is that you?!" 

There was a second of thick silence. 

ny" 

"Yeah, Davey, it's me." 

"Shit, H, why are you ringing me here? It's Steve's place." 

He glanced over his shoulder nervously. Through the window, he could make out Steve bent over the sound 
desk, tinkering with things, giving orders to the technicians. Bruce was pacing a few feet from them, face 
devoid of emotion. 

"H? Are you still there?" 

XKE% 


| swigged from the glass and eyed my next cigarette! had the courage but | wasn't sure if it would last. 


His voice. That glowing voice, despite everything. | could see his infectious smile and light dancing in his eyes. 


Warmth flooded my belly. 


žk% 


"| fancied a chat" 


Dave lowered his voice, not keen to have anyone overhear this conversation 


"Fucking hell, H, you pick your times, mate." 
He heard a slightly wheezy laugh on the other end of the phone. He couldn't help but smile, it was H after all. 


"For your information, its the same as always. We do it all about a hundred times, Harry still doesn't like it. 
Nicko gets loud and outspoken, and Bruce stares daggers at everybody." 


Dave glanced back at the window, seeing the singer in question staring at him in the next room, hands on hips, 


giving him that classic Bruce hard stare. Bloody hell, but that man must be able to hear through walls. 
"Janick is a great laugh, thank god." 

RRR 

That last part left me cold | needed another cigarette. | felt in control with one in my hand 


RRR 


"What're you up to, H?" 
Another infuriating pause. Then he cleared his throat. 


"Well, y'know, l'm having a few weeks off, been fishing lots." 
Dave laughed, hearing a lighter touch in the other man's voice. 
"And I've seen Bruce a few times." 


"What? Really? He didn't mention it" 


Dave glanced back at the window to the next room again, and huddled himself further into the alcove. He was 
glad for the poor lighting out here. 


"Yeah, he's wanting to do more solo stuff." 


Dave sighed. 
| don't think Bruce is going to stay." 


"No, no, | think you're right," replied Adrian, letting out the first lungful of his new cigarette. 
"| think it all died for Bruce along with spandex leggings," said Dave. 


"More's the pity.” 


"What?" 


Another obviously smoke-filled breath on the other end of the phone. 
"| mean, he did have a lovely tight little arse in those things." 


"Are you pissed, Adrian?" 

There was a slight pause. 

"Nahhh, I've had one or two, but l'm fine. Back to that tight stuff, you've got to admit it looks good on the 
right body." 


Dave gave a sparkling laugh. 
"If you say so. | think it's had its day and we're not the skinny young things we once were!" 


"| don't know, | bet you could still squeeze those fantastic firm thighs into that fetching blue pair." 
"Are you coming on to me, Smith?" 
eK 


| smiled to myself and took another drag. Now I'd found my footing. | eased myself further back in the chair, 


allowing my left arm to fall lazily on my denim-covered thigh. 
XFX 
"What are you wearing right now?" 


Dave stilled. He wasn't sure if there was ever a time and a place for this, but it certainly wasn't here or now. 


"Er, jeans, t-shirt." 


žk% 


| raised the cigarette in my fingers to my lips again and took a lingering drag. | trailed my fingernails..not as 


short as they should be..up the inside of my leg. | shifted, allowing my thighs to fall wider apart. 
‘Same here," | allowed him to hear my breath escape, "You look good in jeans, you know." 
KKK 


"Thank you, | think!" 


"| love the way you move in them." 


"Adrian." 


"Do you know what you look like, the way you stalk around the stage? All sweet smiles but a predator oh-so- 
deadly wrapped within" 


"Adrian!" 


He was clearly grinning on the other end of the line, but continued, slowly, deliberately, his speech only slurring 
the tiniest bit. 
Dave had forgotten Adrian could talk tough. And dirty. 


He hadn't been gone two years and yet so much had been shoved to the back of his mind. 
In fact, only yesterday Bruce had commented that they missed Adrian more than anyone could have guessed. 
Janick was good, but the feeling when Dave and H played together was electric. 


The times he'd watched his hands slide over the fretboard, powerful fingers, yet nimble, full of finesse. Strong, 
but tender and refined. 


He bit back a groan 


The two of them, standing side by side, hands moving on their guitars in perfect harmony, manipulating the 
instruments in unison, the sound singing out, uninhibited 


They knew every movement, every breath of each other, the way the other man moved. Their bodies could 
move together just as smoothly. 


He failed to stop the moan this time 


"Oh God, Adrian." 


It had been so long, so very long. 


RRR 


| froze, my breath catching for a second. | had him. 


RRR 


"I know perfectly well how to wipe that pretty smile off your face," continued the man on the other end of the 
phone. 


Dave shuffled uncomfortably, cramming himself still further into the alcove. The jeans they'd just been talking 
about were getting tight and restrictive about his groin now. 


"Fucking hell, H, that was all years ago." 


"Feels just as good now, though, doesn't it, Davey?" 
"Just came back to me in a bit of a rush, that's all." 


RRR 


My grin feral, | leaned over the desk to stub out my cigarette. | brought my mouth closer to the receiver, 
half-growling through clenched teeth. 


"How would you like me to loosen those jeans for you now, Davey, and peel them down your hips?" 


| heard his breath hitch a couple of times, his voice faltered. 


"Adrian, not here, not now." 

"Yes, now." 

"For fuck's sake, H, the guys are all next door, Bruce keeps looking over.” 

"Let him look, | bet it's not the first time." 

RE 

Electric heat arced across his groin, much to his dismay. He covered his face with his hand and turned his 
back on the window. 

"Why are you doing this, Adrian?" Dave hissed in a whisper. 

"Because | want you. Again" 


RRR 


| clearly heard his tongue flick out to lick his lips. Those delicate lips, that just begged to be plundered by my 


mouth. 


My own jeans were unbuttoned now, | was lazily sliding my left hand beneath the crisp fabric of the black 


cotton boxers. 

Davey's clothes always smelt so good, freshly laundered, infused with the warm scent of clean male flesh. 
"My skin's warm, Davey, is yours? | always loved to trace that little trail of hair down your belly." 

OK 


Against all sensible reasoning, Dave was rubbing himself through his jeans. He slid his palm down the length of 


his swelling cock. Fuck, that felt good. 
He'd had no idea how much he needed that touch. 


The voice crackled to life on the end of the phone. 

"| always wanted to write my name across that pale, flat stomach of yours, to mark you forever. 
"And lick my way across each letter." 

A soft cry escaped Dave's lips before he could stop it. 

His breath was coming hard and fast now. 


"Fuck, Adrian, what are you doing.’ 


RRR 


| smiled broadly. 
| thought you'd never ask, Davey." 


| leaned back, he probably heard the creak of the leather as | moved. 
"m hard for you." 


| breathed out with a deep, throaty moan, for my own arousal as much as his. 


"My cock is naked, pointing up into the air. I've got my hand wrapped around the base and I'm stroking my 
fingertips up and down slowly. 


"Ah, fuck..that big vein is standing right out" 

"I wish it was my hand, Adrian," came the choked reply. 

"Would you like me to touch you, too?" | breathed softly, never ceasing the movement of my hand. 
"Uh, yesssss." 

"Tell me, what do you want me to do?" 

"Oh God, Adrian, | want you to grab me and wank me really hard, so hard it hurts." 

The desperation in the voice told me he was now grasping himself hard inside the jeans, moving fast. 
žk% 

"I want to slide my cock between your lips," came the voice, the receiver crackling with harsh breaths. 


"Oh yes, Adrian. | want to taste you again.taking your broad length into my wet mouth, and sucking while | 


swirl my Tongue around the swollen tip, and you thrust into me, slow and deep, then fast and hard" 


He remembered smiling around the rigid flesh, gazing up into the other blonde man's eyes and watching while 
he slowly lost control. Watching Adrian fall apart, his composure crumbling, the desperate need cutting 


through. 


Dave threw back his head, sighing. 


| miss the feel of your weight on top of me, crushing down," he purred. 


žk% 


Ohhhh fuck, that hadn't been part of my little fantasy, but now that he'd said it, | wanted to be driving my 


cock hard against him. Pinning him beneath me and taking possession for my pleasure. 


| grasped the edge of the desk with one hand, greedily thrusting, slamming my hips against it. So much for 


being in control, then. 


| could picture Dave's hair falling across his face, a strand catching between his parted lips, those blue eyes 
dreamily slipping half-closed. 


"| need to be inside you," | gasped, my arousal building. 


| want to fill you, feel your heat wrapped around me, drive into you again, and again, and again, and again... 


RRR 


He could almost feel Adrian's arms clasping him as they twisted together, laying him in the soft sheets and 
driving into him relentlessly but with tenderness all the while. 


Arousal and adrenaline spiked and warred in him, whiteness engulfing his vision 

He heard the breathing change and knew Adrian was losing it, slipping into oblivion, giving in to the forbidden 
pleasure. 

Perfect. Just how it used to be. Race you to the finish, H. 

eK 


The strangled cry falling from those beautiful, soft lips was enough to take me over the edge. 


With a shout that only a man alone in an office at night can get away with, the powerful spasm rocked me, 


and hot liquid spurted as | banged my hips hard against the desk in the last, dying thrusts. 


žk% 


He recovered his wits to find himself leaning heavily against the wall. His cheeks burned, his skin was wet. 


Thank God there was a handkerchief stuffed in one of his pockets, that would clean up the evidence quickly. 


Most of it was inside his jeans, anyway, so it wasn't too obvious. 


He was surprised to find just how calm he was, given what had just happened. He felt like he was transquilised, 
floating, his head was somewhere above all the bad atmosphere in here. 


They could argue all they liked back there right now, he could just float off outside somewhere and have a nap. 
He still had the phone receiver in a death grip in the other hand. 

"Adrian?" 

"Yeahhh." came the languid, breathy reply. 

"You okay, mate?" 

"Just great, Dave, just fucking wonderful.” 


Satisfied there was nothing untoward showing, Dave dared to step back out of the alcove and glance towards 


the window. 


Bruce was standing side on in the other room, but gave him a glance out of the corner of his eye as he saw 


Dave move. 

HK 

"I fucking miss you Adrian," said the soft, glowing voice. 

"I know," | answered, failing to completely mask the sadness. 


| need to go, Adrian. Everyone's moving about, looks like we're going to have another bash at this track. It's 


going to be a long night" 
"I bet. Keep your chin up." 


"Please call me." 


There was a smile in his voice, but a tired one. 
"Goodbye Davey." 


Now that he'd gone, | had only the darkness left. 


Where my ears, my head and my heart were full of him mere seconds ago, now there was just emptiness. 


| made a silent prayer that one day we would be reunited. Blood brothers. 
| upended the glass, then swallowed slowly, allowing the burning liquid to slide down my throat. 


žk% 


He shivered as he stepped back into the downstairs recording studio, wishing he'd put on a jacket. Guitars and 


equipment were all over the converted barn. 


Now that everyone else was upstairs it was fast cooling down in here. 


The lone figure of Bruce stood singing, eyes closed with concentration. 


Wasting love, in a desperate caress 


